
Tie Trsgcdie 

1 will performc it to jnfrapcbife you, 

Mcanc time this deepe difgrace in brotherhood, 

* T ouches me deeper then you can imagine. 

Cla .1 know it pleafeth neither of vs well. 

Glo. Well, your imprifonment (hall not be Joog. 

I will dcliucr you, or lie for you, 

Meane time haue patience. 

CU. I mull prcforcc, farewell. Exit, Cl '<*. 

Glo. Go tread the path, that thou fhalcncre rctorne, 
Simple plainc Clarence, I dojoue thee fo, 

That I will fhortly fend thy fouleto heauen, 

If hcauen will take the prdent at cur hands: 

But who comes here, the new dcliucred Hafh'ngs? 

Enttr Lord Haft ingr. 

Haft. Good time of day vnto my gracious Lord. 

Glo. As much vnto my good Lord Chambcrlaine: 
Well arc you welcome to this open aire, 

How hath your Lordftiip brookt imprifonment ? 

Hail. With paticnc«( noble Lord ) as prisoners muff-. 
But I fhallliucmy Lord togiue them thankes. 

That were the caufe of my imprifonment, 

Glo. No doubt, no doubt, and fo fiiaJl Clarence too 
For thay that were year enemies arc his, 

And haueprcuaildas much on him as you. 

Haft. More pittie that the Eagle Ihould be mewed, 
While JTites and Buzars preyatlibcrtic. 

Glo. What newes abroad i 

Haft, No newes fo bad a broad, as this at home : 

The King is fickly,wcakeand melancholy, 

And his Phifitians fcare him mightily. 

Glo Now by Saint Paul this newes is bad indeed. 

Oh he hath kept an euil diet long, 

And ouermuch confirmed hisroyall perfon, 

Tis very grccueas to bclhought vpon, 

Whar, is he in his bed ? 

Haft. He is. 

Glo. Goc you before, and I will follow you. Exit. 
He cannot Iiuc I hope, and mull not die 
Till George be packt with poft horfe vp to hcauen, 

Jic into vrge his hatred more tp Clarences* 





©f Richard the third. 

Or earth gape open wide, and cate him quicke, ! 
js thou doefl fwallowc vp this good kings blood, 
fT’nich his. Hci-gouernd armc hath butchered. 

Glo. Ladic,you know no rules ofeharitie, 

Which renders good for bad,bleffings for curfcs, 

La- f / iliannc,thou ^nowfl no law of God nor man: 

No bead fo fierce, but knowes feme touch of pittie. 

Glo. ButI know none, and therefore am nobcaft. 

La.O h wondcrfull when dcuilstell rhe truth** 
glo. More wonderfull when Angels are fo angry, 
Vouchfafe drutne perfection ofs woman, 

Of thefe fuppofed cuils to giue me leaue, 

By circum llancc but to acquite my felfe. 

La. Touchfafc defufed infection of a man, 
for thtfc knownccuils,burtogiuc me leaue, 

By circum fiance to curfc thy curfcd felfe. 

Glo. Fairer then tongue can name thee, let me hauc 
Some patient leifurc to cxcufe my felfe. 

La. Fouler then heart can thinke thee, thou canfl make 
Noexcufe currant,but to hang thy felfe. 

Glo. By fuch difpare I Ihould accufe ray felfe. 

La. /4nd by drfparing fhouldfl thou (land cxcufdc, 

For doing worthy vengeance on thy felfe, 

Which dideflvn worthy flaughtcr vpon others. 

Glo. Say that I flew them not. 

La. V/hy then they arc not dead: 

But dead they are, and d iu eli fli flaueby thee. 

Glo I did not^ili your husband. 

La. Why then he is aliue. 

(7/a-Nay, he is dead andflaine by Edwards hand. 

La. In thy foulc throat thou lyeft. Quecnc Margrct faw 
Tin bloodiy faulchion fmokingin his blood, 

The which thou oncedidft bend againft her brefl, 

But that thy brother beat afide the poynr. 

Glo. I was prouo^ed by her flandrr uus to n gue j 

W'bich laid the ir guilt vponmy guiltlclfe fliou'ders, 

Li. Thou wafl pre linked by thy bloudie mmde, 

Which ncuei dreamt on oughttbu butcher) es. 

DidAthou not kill this king? Glo. lerantyee. 
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